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No.  493.— Dicks’  Standard  Charades  and  Comedies. 


BOW  BELL(E)S. 


FIRST  WORD.— Sow. 

SCENE. —  Boudoir  of  Dowager  Lady  Vane. 

Discovered.  LADY  VANE,  arranging  flowers ;  ERMENTRUDE  and  EVELYN — 

in  dress  of  the  Midland  Archery  Club — affixing  labels  to  the  Club  prizes,  includ¬ 
ing  silver  arrow  ornaments,  bow-shaped  brooches,  miniature  quivers,  tSfc.,  Sfc. 

Lady  V.  A  last  word  of  advice,  Evelyn.  Mr.  Barter  expects  your  answer  to¬ 
day.  Do  think  of  what  your  position  might  be  as  his  wife,  the  sharer  of  his  immense 
wealth.  You  have  had  experience  of  privations  since  the  flooding  of  Wheal  Kitty 
Mine  doomed  me  to  genteel  poverty. 

Evelyn.  How  can  I  degrade  myself  by  feigning  respect  or  affection  for  a  man 
whose  calculating,  merciless,  cunning  disposition  astonishes  and  repels  me  P 

Lady  V.  Have  not  Mr.  Holmes — your  oracle — and  I  frequently  explained  that  Mr. 
Barter  was  thoroughly  justified  in  prosecuting  his  clerk.  What  else  could  that 
unfortunate  youth  expect? 

Evelyn.  { Excitedly .)  Expect !— Mercy  !  A  chance  to  retrieve  his  first  error — an 
error  so  bitterly  repented,  committed  under  stress  of  terrible  temptation — only  to 
save  his  suffering,  widowed  mother  from  a  debtors’  prison. 

Ermen.  No  wonder  Eva  can’t  forget  the  cause  of  poor  Lever’s  suicide.  He  was 
our  special,  most  talented  pupil  in  Vane  Church  choir. 

Lady  V.  I  know  that  it  was  horror  of  the  sentence — penal  servitude  for  ten 
years — which  caused  his  dreadful  death.  The  whole  affair  shocked  and  grieved  me. 

But  I  must  consider  your  future,  Eva  ;  I  feel  that  misery  may  be  your  lot,  if - 

{Hesitates.) 

Ermen.  If  she  docs  not  give  up  Bertie,  you  mean  ;  but,  mamma,  why  speak  of 
misery  P 

Lady  V.  Because,  my  impulsive  little  Erma,  poverty  is  synonymous  with  misery 
for  persons  of  sensitive  temperament.  Poverty  means,  too  often,  loss  of  friends, 
loss  of  culture,  loss  of  respect,  not  unfrequently  even  loss  of  health  and  loss  of  free¬ 
dom !  Each  sting  poverty  inflicts  upon  an  inexperienced,  generous-hearted  woman 
may  seem,  at  first — like  a  mosquito’s  sting— trilling ;  but  repeated  daily — nay, 
hourly,  it  induces  perpetual  irritation — irritation  which  time  can  only  in¬ 
tensify  ! 

Ermen.  {Crosses  room  to  window.)  See,  Eva,  here  are  Captain  Stuart  and  Mr. 
Barter.  How  happy  Bertie  looks..  Mamma,  must  I  choose  a  bow  for  Mr.  Barter? 
I’m  s are—  {archly) — he’s  an  adept  in  managing  the  long-bow  already  ! 

Lady  V.  I  do  not  expect  you,  Erma,  at  sixteen,  to  view  matters  from  a  practical, 
common-sense  standpoint.  But,  as  I  cannot  give  Eva  a  daughter’s  portion,  her 
decision  to-day  will  sound  the  key-n  >te  of  her  future  social  scale. 

Evelyn.  {Embracing  her  aunt.)  You  have  always  given  me  a  mother’s  love,  dear 
amity.  I  do  wish  I  had  not  this  instinctive — perhaps,  unreasonable — aversion  to 
Mr.  Barter. 
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Enter  CAPTAIN  STUART.  He  shakes  hands  warmly  with  the  ladies,  hands  an 

open  letter  to  Lady  V.  MR.  BARTER  appears  outside  half-closed  boudoir  doort 

in  listening  attitude. 

Lady  V.  This  is,  indeed,  pood  news.  I  congratulate  you  most  sincerely,  Bertie. 

Capt.  S.  Yes  ;  all  my  debts  have  been  paid  by  Sir  Henry — ( Barter  starts  and 
frowns)— and  he  sends  his  cheque  for  a  hundred  pounds — “a  parting  gift,”  he  writes, 
as  I  leave  for  Iudia  to-morrow. 

Ermen.  I’m  so  delighted,  Cousin  “Bortie  !  Never  again  get  into  debt;  for  Sir 
Henry  might  decline  to  play  the  good  fairy  part  a  second  time. 

Capt.  8.  Quite  right,  Erma;  but  now  I  have  more,  far  more,  at  stake  than  my 
godfather’s  approbation. 

(Glances  tenderly  at  Evelyn,  who  looks  sadly  at  him, 
takes  up  her  bow  and  quiver ,  and  passes  through  the 
French  window  on  to  terrace.) 

Lady  V.  I  hear  carriages  arriving.  I  hope,  Bertie,  this  pleasant  interlude — - 
( pointing  to  cheque) — will  not  deprive  us  of  your  services  as  umpire  of  our  match* 
to-day  ? 

Capt.  S.  Not  if  you  permit  me  to  despatch  a  letter  enclosing  cheque  to  Sir  Henry's 
bankers.  I  know  Messrs.  Mining  would  forward  cash  to  me  here. 

Ermen.  (Very  quickly.)  Yes  ;  you  must  spend  your  last  day  in  England  with  us. 

Lady  V.  Most  certainly  ;  leave  your  letter  on  my  writing-table.  I  will  desire 
Jenkins  to  take  it  at  once.  Come,  Erma,  Bertie  can  soon  join  us,  but  “business 
first,”  as  Mr.  Holmes  would  say. 

Capt.  8.  I  wish  I  had  always  agreed  with  Mr.  Holmes.  What  a  capital  fellow  he 
is  ? 

Lady  V.  Even  were  he  not  Evelyn’s  godfather  he  would  be  a  welcome  guest.  I 
set  a  high  value  upon  his  genuine  goodness,  and  his  unaffected,  quaint  candour  ! 

Ermen.  So  do  I,  mamma  ;  but,  like  other  rough  diamonds,  he  does  need  polish, 

ing  ! 

[. Barter  moves  stealthily  from  door.  Exit  Lady  V.,pre» 
ceded  by  Erma,  carrying  arrows  and  bow.  Captain  S. 
writes  quickly ,  folds  his  cheque  in  letter,  then,  seeing 
Evelyn  Eyre  entering  from  terrace,  throws  letter  on 
writing-table,  and  hastens  to  Evelyn. 

Capt.  8.  Will  you  make  this  day  the  happiest  of  my  life,  Eva,  by  renewing  the 
promise  of  two  years  ago  ? 

Evelyn.  Oh,  what  can  I  say  ? 

Capt.  8.  The  truth  ;  what  you  feel,  dearest. 

(Takes  her  hand ;  they  turn  towards  window.  BARTER 
enters  furtively,  reads  address  of  letter,  and  hides 
behind  screen  near  to  writing-table .) 

Evelyn.  Aunt  Vane  implores  me  to  accept  Mr.  Barter,  but  whenever  I  think  of 
him,  it  is  as  poor  Lever’s  murderer,  though  the  law  sanctioned  Mr.  Barter’s  unre¬ 
lenting  vengeance. 

Capt.  S.  True.  He  honours  me  with  his  hatred.  Only  lately  I  divined  why  he 
repeated— and  grossly  exaggerated— tales  of  my  debts  and  follies  to  Sir  Henry 
Bertie. 

Evelyn ,  That  interference  increases  my  antipathy.  So  he  wished  to  destroy  your 
prospects  ? 

Capt.  S.  My  happiness  depends  upon  you,  darling. 

Evelyn.  Promise  me,  Bertie,  never  to  place  yourself  in  Barter’s  power  again. 
That  would  make  me  wretched. 

Capt.  S.  Well,  exchange  promises,  Eva.  “  Crabbed  age  and  youth  ”  can  dwell 
together,  but  picture  the  existence  of  an  impulsive,  generous,  truthful  girl  held  in 
bondage— life-long  bondage — by  a  crafty,  selfish,  false  master  !  Call  it  penance, 
pureatorv — Rut  not  union  ! 

Evelyn.  (Weeping.)  Better  the  bitterest  poverty  ! 

Capt.  8.  (Very  quickly.)  Sweetened  by  trust,  hope,  and  love.  When  I  return, 
from  India — where  I’ll  economise,  for  your  dear  sake — you  promise  to  be  mine, 

darling  ? 
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Evelyn.  (Firmly.)  Yes ;  nothing  shall  change  me,  Bertie. 

(While  Captain  8.  places  a  ring  on  Eva's  finger,  Mr. 
Barter  opens  the  Captain’s  letter,  holds  cheque  up  to 
the  light,  and  snatching  up  a  pen,  retires  behind  screen, 
with  cheque.) 

CURTAIN. 


SECOND  WORD— Bell(e)s. 

SCENE. — Ball-room  at  Lady  Vane’s.  Enter  LADY  YANE,  with  MR.  HOLMES 

and  CAPTAIN  STUART.  Lady  Vane  passes  round  room,  inspecting  deco¬ 
rations. 

Mr.  Holmes.  So  Captain,  you’re  off  to  where  glory  waits  you,  eh? 

Capt.  S.  Not  glory,  but  grilling  awaits  me.  Lucknow  is  our  station.  Any 
amount  of  dust,  heat,  cholera,  and  ennui — but  glory  is  out  of  fashion. 

Mr.  Holmes.  Well,  my  boy,  I  think  you’re  in  luck  now  !  (Nudges  the  Captain, 
and  points  to  Ermentrude  and  Evelyn  entering  ball-room.)  Don’t  you  see?  The 
best  decorations  in  the  room,  eh?  And  both  smiling  at  me — or  could  it  be  at  you? 
What  do  you  think  of  them  ? 

Capt.  S.  Undoubtedly  they  will  be  the  belles  of  the  ball.  I  never  saw  more 
lovely  girls. 

Mr.  H.  Belles,  indeed  !  Why  not  beauties,  eh  ?  Never  mix  liquors  or  languages,  is 
my  motto.  But  wait  a  bit,  I  have  it.  (Facetiously  and  laughing.)  Belles,  because 
you’d  like  to  “ring”  one!  Aha!  Would  you  be  surprised  to  hear  that  I  guess 
which  is  the  favourite? 

Capt.  S.  (Good-naturedly .)  I  should  not,  indeed  ;  your  penetration  never  fails  ! 
Have  I  your  approval,  sir? 

Mr.  H.  Yes  ;  not  that  I  think  you’re  equal  to  Eva  Eyre,  who  is  one  among  ten 
thousand.  Still,  I’ve  tested  you,  Captain,  and  you  ring  soundly — sterling  gold,  with 
only  that  proportion  of  pride’s  alloy  necessary  to  fit  you  for  circulation  in  modern 
society. 

Capt.  S.  I  fear  for  Eva,  when  she  refuses  Barter.  Will  you  watch  him,  sir,  and 
guard  her  in  my  absence  ? 

Mr.  H.  Pooh !  the  days  of  abductions  are  over.  Eva’s  not  likely  to  forge  his 
name,  as  young  Lever  did,  is  she  ?  But  why  go  to  India  ?  Stay  in  old  England  ;  no 
place  like  England — suits  everyone  except  assassins  and  treason-mongers. 

Capt.  S.  I  wish  to  prove  that  I  can  live  steadily,  keep  out  of  debt,  even  save,  and 
thus  confound  the  enemy  who  traduced  me  to  Sir  Henry  ;  besides,  there  is  a  chance 
of  war  in  Africa. 

Mr.  H.  War  !  not  likely.  Why,  my  boy,  we  welcome  insults  like  cash  payments, 
and  forgive  injuries  seventy  times  and  seven !  I’m  glad  we  had  this  talk,  i  will  be 
your  friend,  and,  some  day,  if  you  care  to  hear  an  old  man’s  story,  you’ll  understand 
why  your  Evelyn  is  so  dear  to  me. 

Capt.  8.  Thanks,  I  rely  upon  you.  I  understood  Lady  Yane  to  say  that  Barter 
was  coming  by  the  eleven  thirty  express.  Where  can  he  have  hidden  himself  ? 

Mr.  H.  Why,  I  saw -  (Breaks  off,  mutters  in  excited  manner,  “  Least  said 

soonest  mended.”)  There!  speak  of  the - No,  there’s  Barter’s  cast-iron  coun¬ 

tenance,  glowering,  as  per  usual. 

Capt.  8.  I  believe  he  is  airing  his  stale  cynicism  to  benefit  my  cousins  ;  perhaps 
reciting  piquant  passages  from  the  Saturday  Snarler — libels  on  women,  as  smart  as 
they  are  untrue.  If  so,  it  is  an  ordeal  for  Eva.  Let  us  join  them. 

Mr.  H.  No,  no  ;  let  them  have  their  quarrel  out,  once  for  all,  before  the  guests 
arrive.  I’ll  chat  with  my  lady  and  Miss  Yane  ;  one  of  the  belles  is  with  us  still. 

[Exit  Mr.  Holmes,  Lady  and  Miss  Vane ;  Bertie  follows 
reluctantly. 

Mr.  B.  Lady  Yane  encouraged  me  to  expect  a  very  different  answer,  Miss  Eyre. 

Evelyn.  And  I  hoped — expected,  indeed — that  you  would  infer  the  truth  from  my 
marked  avoidance  of  your  society. 

Mr.  B.  I  do  not  ask  your  love  now  ;  that  would  come  with  time,  I  believe. 
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Evelyn.  Ah,  no  !  (Spiritedly .)  Why  do  clever  men  fancy  that  a  girl’s  love  can 
he,  like  gas,  turned  on  and  off  at  will,  regulated  by  a  husband’s  caprices  ! 

Mr.  B.  Do  you  comprehend  how  my  wealth  would  enable  your  beauty  to  outshine 
the  reigning  belles,  to  become  a  leader  of  fashion,  envied,  imitated  ? 

Evelyn.  And  irritated  !  An  ignoble  ambition,  springing  from  malice  or  jealousy, 
disappointing  as  Dead  Sea  Fruit ! 

Mr.  B.  (Tauntingly .)  I  perceive  you  prefer  love  in  a  cottage,  with  that  model  of 
all  the  virtues,  that  paragon,  Captain  Stuart. 

Evelyn.  What  right  have  you  to  sneer  at  my  choice — to  interfere  with  my 
future  ? 

LADY  and  MISS  YANE,  with  MR.  HOLMES,  re-enter  ballroom.  They  listen, 

with  astonishment,  and  then  advance. 

Mr.  B.  The  right  that  power  confers.  Ruin  awaits  your  cousin  if  you  refuse 
me. 

Evelyn.  You  have  had  my  answer ;  I  never  change. 

Lady  V.  What!  do  you  threaten  us,  Mr.  Barter?  You  forget  yourself! 

Mr.  B.  No  ;  it  is  your  nephew  who  has  forgotten  to  be  honest  !  He  has  swindled 
Sir  Henry  Bertie’s  bankers  out  of  nine  hundred  pounds,  and  he  will  be  committed  to 
take  his  trial  for  forgery. 

Ermen.  I’ll  never  believe  it ! 

Evelyn.  (Clasping  the  hand  of  Mr.  H.)  Infamous  falsehood  ! 

(Lady  Vane  falls  fainting  into  a  chair.) 

CURTAIN. 


ENTIRE  WORD.— Bow  Bells. 

SCENE. — The  drawing-room  in  Mr.  Holmes’s  City  residence. 

Discovered ,  MR.  BARTER  advancing  to  meet  MR.  HOLMES,  with  outstretched 

hand;  Mr.  Holmes  draws  back,  motioning  Mr.  B.  to  chair,  and  seats  himself 

near  door  leading  to  back  drawing-room. 

Mr.  H.  I  must  apologize  for  not  keeping  my  appointment  punctually. 

Mr.  B.  No  consequence  at  all.  You  are  usually  before  time  ;  but  as  I  am  no 
church-goer,  and  have  declined  to  receive  Lady  Yane  this  evening,  I  am  at  your 
disposal. 

Mr.  H.  I  was  unavoidably  detained  in  the  country  ;  train  late,  as  usual. 

Mr.  B.  Travelling  on  Sunday !  Is  it  possible  ?  I  thought  you  a  rigid  Sabba¬ 
tarian. 

Mr.  H.  I  thought  you  a  faithful  friend  of  the  Vane  family.  Two  sharp  old  fogies 
altogether  wrong,  you  see  ! 

Mr.  B.  I  don’t  see.  It  was  a  friendly  act  to  expose  a  hypocritical  spendthrift,  to 
detect  and  defeat  a  eleverly-planned  crime. 

Mr.  H.  Cleverly  planned,  indeed  !  Quite  a  brilliant  first  appearance  in  crime  for 
a  novice  like  Stuart !  Will  Sir  Henry  relish  the  news,  eh  ?  (Speaking  satirically.) 
But  let  us  speak  seriously.  Explain  to  me,  as  a  mutual  friend,  the  grounds  of  your 
accusation.  Lady  Vane’s  agitation  and  illness  after  last  night’s  scene  rendered  a 
lucid  statement  impossible. 

Mr.  B.  Of  course.  Nothing  can  be  more  simple.  The  Captain  merely  did  a  little 
addition  and  subtraction — (Jeeringly.) — added  a  cypher  to  the  figures,  and  removed, 
presumably  by  a  well-known  chemical  process,  the  word  “  hundred  ”  from  Sir  Henry’s 
cheque.  It  was  solely  owing  to  the  interposition - 

Mr.  H.  (Savagely .)  Of  Providence,  eh? 

Mr.  B.  Of  a  keen-eyed  old  cashier  that  suspicion  was  aroused.  He  directed 
Mining  Senior’s  attention  to  scarcely  perceptible  traces  of  manipulation  just  beneath 
“  thousand,”  in  the  body  of  the  cheque.  Telegrams  to  and  from  Sir  Henry  threw 
light  on  the  matter.  As  Sir  Henry’s  solicitor,  naturally  I  was  consulted  by  his 
bankers. 

Mr.  H.  But  why  threaten  Evelyn  last  night?  Why  lead  her  to  infer  that  her 
acceptance  of  your  offer  would,  so  to  speak,  condone  her  cousin’s  criminal  conduct? 

Mr.  B.  You  misunderstood  me.  However,  I  own  I  felt  impelled  to  lower  her 
pride,  to  make  her  repent  her  haughty  rejection  of  my  wealth. 
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Mr.  H.  Nonsense!  impulses  are  dangerous,  and  most  unbusiness-like !  ( Walks 

tip  and  down  in  an  agitated  manner.)  But  I  tell  you  that  if  circumstances 
did  but  permit  every  girl  to  speak  frankly,  and,  like  brave  little  Eva,  to  deem  wealth 
and  position  too  dearly  bought  by  sacrificing  truth,  love,  and  freedom,  the  world 
would  be  both  better  and  happier ! 

Mr.  B.  Heroics  are  not  in  my  line.  ( Goes  to  the  window .)  What  a  din  those 
bells  make  !  I  have  an  appointment  at  my  chambers  with  a  country  client  for  eight 
o’clock.  Will  you  explain  this  to  Lady  Vane,  once  more?  She  thinks  all  other 
business  should  give  place  to  Stuart’s. 

( Prepares  to  quit  the  room.  Holmes  opens  door  in  response 
to  knock,  receives  telegram,  which  he  reads ;  unseen  to 
Barter  he  opens  folding  door  communicating  with  back 
drawing  room,  then  turns  to  Barter.) 

Mr.  H.  Stay,  let  me  appeal  to  your  sense  of  justice,  to  your  compassion,  on  Lady 
Vane’s  behalf  and  on  my  own.  Use  the  undeniable  interest  you  possess  with  Sir 
Henry  Bertie  to  hush  up  this  wretched  affair.  No  one  knows  better  than  yourself 
that  this  charge  has  been  got  up  to  ruin  Stuart’s  prospects,  and  to  render  Eva  miser¬ 
able  for  life. 

Mr.  B.  Mr.  Holmes,  you  insult  one  !  It  is  for  Messrs.  Mining  to  assume  the 
initiative.  Address  your  petition  to  them.  I  shall  remain  neutral. 

Mr.  H.  For  the  last  time,  I  beg  you  to  show  mercy  to  those  who  never  injured  you. 
(Speaks  with  emphasis,  approaching  Barter,  who  looks  amused.)  “  Mercy  to  him 
who  shows  it  is  the  rule  and  righteous  limitation  of  the  act  by  which  Heaven  moves 
in  pardoning  guilty  man.  And  he  who  knows  none — being  ripe  in  years  and  conscious 
of  the  outrage  he  commits — shall  seek  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  his  turn.” 

Mr.  B.  Ha  !  ha  !  Spoiled,  chopped-up  prose  by  a  semi-lunatic  !  Pray,  what  has 
this  to  do  with  business?  Are  you  rehear.-iug  for  private  theatricals,  Holmes?  If 
so,  try  again.  The  noise  of  those  bells — Bow  Bells  are  they  not— rather  marred  the 
effect  of  your  last  phrase. 

Mr.  H.  Twenty  years  of  City  life  have  accustomed  me  to  the  music  of  those 
bells. 

Mr.  B.  (Rises,  walks  towards  door  leading  into  hall.)  My  Sussex  squire  will  be 
impatient.  He  is  so  eager  to  ventilate  his  grievances  (chiefly  imaginary)  that 
silent  waiting  until  Monday  morning  would  be  an  impossible  task.  Au  revoir. 

Mr.  H.  (Loudly  and  sternly .)  Where  were  you,  what  wire  you  doing  yesterday 
between  twelve  and  half-past. 

Mr.  B.  (After  pause,  angrily.)  Are  you  jesting?  What  warrant  have  you  for  this 
insolent  interference  with  me  ? 

Mr.  H.  I  cau  procure  a  magistrate’s  warrant  upon  application.  Yes  ;  answer  me 
here  at  once,  or  risk  replying  to  a  barrister  from  the  dock  !  Where  did  you  spend 
the  half  hour  after  noon  on  Saturday? 

Air.  B.  (With  hesitation.)  Walking  from  the  station  to  Yaue  Cottage,  I  imagine. 

Enter  quickly  from  back  drawing-room,  LADY  V.,  ERMA,  and  EVA  EYRE. 

Ermen.  No  ;  you  were  in  our  grounds  before  twelve.  Looking  from  the  boudoir 
window,  I  saw  you,  and  then  '  ^marked  to  Eva  that  Mr.  Barter  and  Captain  Stuart 
were  in  the  garden. 

Mr.  B.  (Ironically .)  So,  adies,  you  have  stooped  to  listen. 

Air.  H.  Quite  so  ;  we  stoop  to  conquer  !  They  cau  show  cause  for  listening  cite 
the  very  recent  precedent  furnished  yesterday  by  you.  But  I  alone  saw  your  new 
rendering  of  the  “  Screen  scene.”  I,  also,  dabbled  in  chemical  experiments  in  my 
youth — you  comprehend  P 

(Barter,  amazed,  sinks  into  an  arm-chair,  turns  away  his  head.) 

Lady  V.  What  does  this  mean? 

Air.  H.  It  means  that  your  solicitor,  not  your  nephew,  tampered  with  the  cheque  to 
get  bis  rival  for  ever  out  of  the  way  !  It  means  that,  in  the  character  of  sole  witness 
of  Barter’s  manoeuvres,  I  this  morning  explained  all  to  Sir  Henry  B  rtie.  The 
result  is  this  telegram  from  his  bankers — (shows  telegram)— acknowledging  the 
receipt  of  nine  hundred  pounds  from  Sir  Henry.  He,  of  course,  loses  nothin^  the 
Captain  having  last  night  returned  that  sum  to  his  godfather,  without  waiting  to 
ascertain  why  it  was  forwarded  instead  of  the  hundred  he  expected. 
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Lady  V.  How  thankful  I  feel ! 

Ermen.  We  never  thought  Bertie  was  to  blame,  did  we,  Eva? 

Evelyn.  Not  for  an  instant !  Nor  did  aunt,  I  believe. 

(Lady  Vane  appears  confused,  and  Eva  astonished  at 
Lady  Vane’s  silence.) 

Ermen.  In  what  way  was  this  shameful  plot  discovered  ? 

Mr.  II.  The  watcher  was  watched,  missy.  I  saw  Mr.  Barter  dodging  about  the 
screen  with  a  letter  ;  thought  his  presence  and  his  movements  alike  suspicious,  so 
managed  to  play  ihe  spy  from  a  corner  of  the  conservatory. 

Ermen.  Oh,  you  dear  old  darling  !  (Running  to  Holmes  and  taking  his  hand.) 
I’m  so  awfully  sorry  I  often  laughed  at  you !  Do  forgive  me? 

Mr.  H.  Surely,  surely.  My  sayings  are  queer,  I  dare  say.  Anyhow,  I’m  not 
refined — (Laughing  heartily,  and  patting  Erma’s  hand)— though  my  father  was  a 
refiner.  But  business  first,  that’s  my  motto.  (Approaches  Barter.)  I  have  drawn 
up  a  confession  of  your  share  in  this  cheque  matter.  Copy  and  sigu  my  paper,  or  I 
will  cause  proceedings  to  be  instituted  against  you. 

Mr.  B.  (Dejectedly.)  Legal  proof  will  be  insufficient. 

Mr.  H.  I’d  risk  that.  If  you  desire  every  one  of  our  friends  and  acquaintances 
to  hear  the  tale  of  your  disgrace,  then  defy  me  !  If  not,  write  quickly.  There  is 
no  alternative.  (Takes  out  watch.)  Hasten,  or  you  will  meet  the  Captain. 

(Mr.  B.  crosses  room  to  table;  reads  Holmes’ s  statement.) 

Ermen.  Nothing  can  be  more  simple  !  (With  irony.)  Mr.  Barter  will  merely  do  a 
little  copying. 

Evelyn.  Hush,  darling  cousin,  don’t  taunt  him  now  that  he  is  defeated — perhaps 
penitent. 

(Mr.  B.  looks  gratefully  at  Evelyn,  ivrites  hurriedly ,  then 
leaves  room.) 

Lady  V.  Oh,  Mr.  Holmes,  I  caunot  find  words  capable  of  expressing  my  grati¬ 
tude  ! 

Mr.  H.  (Comically.)  Don’t  look  up  any  more,  Lady  Vane,  pray  don’t !  Deeds 
not  words,  is - 

Ermen.  (Interrupting.)  Not  your  favourite  motto.  That  is— (Playfully  imitating 
Holmes,  who  laughs  heartily)  —Don’t  mix  liquors  or  languages  !  Belles,  indeed  ! 
Why  not  beauties  ?  I  declare  I’m  so  happy,  I  would  like  to  set  joy  bells  ringing. 


Enter  BEE  TIE  STUAET. 

Capt.  S.  Would  you,  pet?  Wedding  bells  would  suit  me  best. 

(All  ivelcome  Captain  Stuart  heartily.  He  offers  hand  to 
Air.  Holmes. 

Capt.  S.  You  have  been  most  truly  a  friend  ! 

Mr.  H.  And  always  will  be.  ( Takes  Lady  Vane  aside ;  they  converse,  and  rejoin 
the  others.)  Have  you  settled  to  join  at  Malta,  Stuart? 

Capt.  S.  Yes.  Our  Colonel  arranged  that  at  the  last  moment.  It  was  unexpected 
good  fortune. 

Mr.  H.  Well,  my  boy,  I  have  leave  to  promise  you  still  better  fortune.  When 
your  regiment  returns  from  India  in  December,  I  will  give  away  to  you  a  precious — 
in  fact,  a  unique— Christmas-box— this  !  ( Places  Eva's  right  hand  in  Stuart’s.)  I’ll 
look  after  ways  and  means.  Chancellor  of  Exchequer  for  that  occasion  only.  You 
see,  eh  ? 

Evelyn.  Dear,  kind  friend  !  (Gives  left  hand  to  Mr.  Holmes,  who  kisses  it.) 

Ermen.  Another  cheque,  Bertie,  but  on  the  Bank  of  Happiness  this  time,  and 
payable  seven  months  after  date  ! 

Lady  V.  And  sure  to  be  honoured  ! 

Mr.  H.  Eight,  my  lady.  You  generally  are  right,  I  find.  Well,  there  are  two 
wishes  I’ve  still  at  heart. 

Ermen.  (Interrupting.)  I  can  guess  both.  May  I  ? 

All.  Yes,  yes. 

Ermen.  (Rises,  approaches  Eva,  her  eyes  still  fixed  on  Air.  Holmes.)  You  wish 
our  dear  Eva  not  to  lose  her  own  name,  so  long  associated  in  your  memory  with 
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precious  recollections  of  your  youth  ?  You  wish  the  marriage  celebrated  in  Bow 
Church,  as  your  parish  church,  so  that  your  favourite  familiar  Bow  Bells  shall  chime 
out,  signalling  her  happiness — the  happiness  you.have  secured? 

Mr.  H.  My  very  thoughts  ! 

Lady  V.  It  shall  be  as  you  desire,  Mr.  Holmes.  And  now,  thanks  to  you,  we  can 
all  adopt  one  of  your  valued  mottoes — “  All’s  well  that  ends  well  l” 
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MIST  A  KEN. 

AN  ORIGINAL  CHARADE,  WRITTEN  EXPRESSLY  FOR 

DRAWING-ROOM  ACTING. 
liY  “QUILL.” 


Katie— “  Why  did  you  put  it  inside  this  old  letter?” 


dramatis  d  k  R  S  o  n  AD . 

Mr.  Lawledge  (A  merchant.) 

Katie  (His  daughter.) 

Mrs.  Fisher  (Katie’s  aunt.) 

Tom  Bltth  (Katie’s  lover.) 

Parker  (Maid-servant.) 

The  action  is  supposed  to  take  place  on  a  Christmas  Eve. 
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FIRST  SYLLABLE.— Missed. 


SCENE. — Mr.  Lawledge' s  study .  Writing  table,  R.  c.,  with  desk,  inkstand,  paper, 
books.  Chairs,  $c.  KATIE  discovered  reading  book,  which  she  puts  down. 

Katie.  Well,  I  never  expected  to  win  the  prize.  Won’t  papa  be  pleased.  ( Looks 
at  her  watch.)  How  late  Tom  is  ! 


Enter  TOM. 

You  unpunctual  boy  !  But  I’ll  punish  you. 

Tom.  Very  sorry,  my  darling.  Now  don’t  be  cross  ;  it  wasn’t  my  fault. 

Katie.  If  you  had  come  but  five  minutes  ago,  I  would  have  told  you  a  secret ;  but 
now  I  shall  not  tell  yon  what  it  is  till  I  have  told  papa. 

Tom.  I  shall  grow  jealous  of  your  papa.  You’re  so  fond  of  him  that  I  am  sure 
you  have  no  love  left  for  me. 

Katie.  Don’t  speak  of  growing  jealous  of  papa,  sir.  If  you  were  not  fond  of  him, 
and  he  didn’t  like  you,  I  shouldn’t  love  vou  one  little  bit.  He’s  such  a  darling  old 
papa. 

Tom.  So  he  is,  and  you’re  such  a  darling  young - 

Katie.  No  nonsense,  sir.  Do  you  know,  Tom,  he  always  gives  me  a  present  at 
Christinas,  and  in  such  a  charming  manner.  He  hides  his  present  where  he  knows  I 
shall  find  it,  and  then  I  go  to  him  and  give  him  a  kiss. 

Tom.  Give  me  one. 

Katie.  A  kiss  !  Of  course  not. 

Tom.  Well,  I  must  wait  till  they  hang  up  the  mistletoe,  and  then  I  sha’n’t  ask  for 
one. 

Katie.  What  daring  creatures  you  men  are  ! 

Enter  MR.  LAWLEDGE.  Katie  kisses  him. 

Oh,  papa!  I’ve  something  very  wonderful  to  till  you!  I  was  going  to  tell  Tom 
first ;  but  as  he  came  very  late,  to  punish  him,  I  said  I  wouldn’t  tell  him  what  it  was 
till  after  I  had  told  you.  Let  me  tell  you  quick,  ’pa,  and  then  I  can  put  poor  Tom  out 
of  his  misery. 

Mr.  L.  Well,  my  pet,  what  is  it? 

Katie.  I’ve  written  a  charade,  and  we’re  going  to  act  in  it. 

Mr.  L.  Well  done,  my  girl. 

Katie.  And  I’ve  made  up  such  a  splendid  part  for  you,  papa ! 

Mr.  L .  That’s  right.  Tom,  there’s  nothing  I  can  do  better  than  act  in  a  charade. 
You  must  see  me.  Now,  Katie,  run  to  the  drawing-room  with  Tom,  and  tell  him  all 
about  it,  and  ask  your  aunt  to  come  to  me. 

[Exit  Tom  and  Katie. 

How  happy  they  are!  Now  I  have  decided  to  give  Katie  a  five-pound  nole  for  her 
present  this  Christmas.  I  know  she  will  not  spend  it  foolishly.  ( Takes  up  a  sheet  of 
paper  and  writes)  “  Papa  wishes  toknow  what  his  dear  Katie  can  buy  that  is  pretty 
and  useful  with  a  five-pound  note.”  Now  I’ll  put  that  inside  an  envelope,  and  with 
it  the  note. 
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Enter  MBS.  FISHER. 

Oh,  Margaret,  I  want  you  to  put  this  under  Katie’s  pillow  before  she  goes  to  bed, 
to-night.  I  am  giving  her  a  five-pound  note  this  Christmas,  and  as  she  will  soon 
be  a  little  housewife,  with  money  of  her  own  to  spend,  I  am  anxious  to  see  what  she 
will  buy  with  it. 

Mrs.  F.  She  will  not  displease  you,  I  am  sure,  Richard. 

(Mr.  L.  takes  keys  trom  his  pocket  and  fits  one  into  key¬ 
hole  of  desk.) 

Mr.  L.  Why,  bless  me,  my  desk’s  unlocked  (searches  in  desk),  and,  what’s  worse, 
the  note  that  I  put  in  it  to  give  to  Katie,  has  gone !  Yes,  it’s  certainly  gone. 

Mrs.  F.  Yon  can’t  find  it?  How  terrible  !  Whom  do  you  suspect? 

Mr.  L.  Suspect?  No  one.  The  servants  have  been  with  us  for  years, and  notone 
of  them,  I  am  certain,  would  take  it. 

Mrs.  F.  Do  you  know  the  number  of  it? 

Mr.  L.  No ;  but  I  can  apply  at  the  Bank. 

Mrs.  F.  But  the  Bank  is  closed  for  two  days. 

Mr.  L.  Yes.  I  would  have  given  fifty  pounds  rather  than  have  missed  it  in  this 
manner.  You  had  better  not  say  anything  about  it  to  Katie  or  anybody  else.  I 
must  consider  what  is  best  to  be  done. 

Enter  TOM  and  KATIE. 

Katie.  Well,  Tom,  what  do  you  think  of  it?  , 

Tom.  It’s  capital.  I’d  no  idea  you  were  such  a  clever  little  woman  ! 

Katie.  Why,  papa,  is  there  anything  the  matter? 

Mrs.  F.  Nothing  particular,  my  dear.  Y'our  papa  cannot  find  a - find  a  paper 

he  put  in  his  desk. 

(Curtain. — Katie  turns  to  Tom,  L.  c.  Mr.  Lavjledge 
seated  at  desk  with  his  eyes  cast  down.  Mrs.  F.,  c., 
looking  at  him.) 


SECOND  SYLLABLE.— Taken. 

SCENE. — As  before. 

KATIE  and  TOM  discovered. 

Tom.  If  we  rehearse  it  cai-efully,  Katie,  it  wfill  go  splendidly.  It’s  downright 
funny  in  places. 

Katie.  Well,  I  tried  hard  to  make  it  funny.  But  it  isn’t  half  so  amusing  as  that 
five-act  tragedy  you  wrote,  and  then  insisted  upon  reading  to  me.  That  was  funny. 

Tom.  It’s  very  unkind  of  you.  Katie,  to  say  that.  Mr.  Irving  may  play  in  my 
tragedy  some  day,  but  he  wouldn't  bother  himself  about  your  little  charade  ! 

Katie.  Oh,  you  spiteful  creature !  But  I  think  my  little  charade  will  beat  your 
terrible  tragedy  in  one  respect. 

Tom.  Pray  tell  me  what  that  is. 

Katie.  Well,  you  mustn’t  tell  papa,  because  I  want  him  to  read  the  charade  first, 
before  I  tell  him  what  some  kind  people  gave  me  for  it. 

Tom.  Gave  you  for  it ! 

Katie.  Yes.  It’s  in  my  purse  up-stairs.  I’ll  go  and  fetch  it. 

Tom.  Yes,  do.  You  sly  young  puss!  What’s  the  meaning  of  all  this? 

Katie.  I’ll  tell  you  all  about  it  when  I  come  back. 

Tom.  Don’t  be  long.  [Exit  Katie.]  Well,  I’m  sure,  Miss  Katie  has  been  dis¬ 
tinguishing  herself.  I  wonder  whether  they  have  hung  that  mistletoe  up  in  the  hall 
yet.  I’ll  just  go  and  look. 

[Exit  Tom,  after  which  enter  MRS.  FISHER. 

Mrs.  F.  I  wish  Richard  had  not  forgotten  to  lock  his  desk,  and  then  this  miser¬ 
able  note  would  not  have  been  missing.  Richard  appears  quite  uneasy  about  it. 

Enter  PARKER. 

Parker.  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardin,  mem,  but  I  thought  Miss  Katie  was  here,  mem 

Mrs.  F.  What  is  it,  Parker? 
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Parker.  Well,  mem,  I  found  this  puss  lying  upon  the  floor  in  Miss  Katie’s  room, 
mem,  a  short  time  ago,  and  I’ve  been  trying  to  give  it  her,  mem. 

Mrs.  F.  Give  it  to  me,  Parker  ;  I’ll  give  it  to  her. 

( Parker  in  handing  the  purse  to  Mrs.  F.  drops  it.  Parker 
picks  it  up.) 

Parker.  Lor’,  mem,  if  it  ’asn’t  come  undone  !  There’s  a  note  in  it,  mem. 

[Exit  Parker. 

Mrs.  F.  Good  gracious  !  A  note  !  (Takes  a  five-pound  note  out  of  purse.)  A  five* 
pound  note  !  Why,  Katie  hadn’t  this  the  day  before  yesterday,  because  she  bor¬ 
rowed  five  shillings  of  me  for  some  wool.  This  cannot  be  the  note  that  Richard  has 
missed.  I’d  better  take  it  to  him. 

[Exit  Mrs.  F.,  then  enter  KATIE. 

Katie.  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  Some  one  has  taken  my  purse.  I’m  certain  I  put  it 
into  my  drawer,  and  now  it  isn’t  there. 

Enter  TOM. 

Tom.  Now,  darling,  what  have  you  got  to  show  me? — where  is  it? 

Katie.  Oh,  Tom,  some  one  has  taken  my  purse  ! 

Tom.  Taken  your  pui’se?  Where  did  you  leave  it?  What  was  in  it? 

Katie.  A  five-pound  note,  a  two-shilling  piece,  and  a  threepenny-bit. 

Tom.  Which  was  it  they  gave  you  for  the  charade — the  threepenny-bit  or  the 
five-pound  note? 

Katie.  Oh,  Tom,  don’t  be  ridiculous  !  I’ve  looked  everywhere,  but  I  cannot  find 
it,  so  it  must  have  been  stolen.  I  must  tell  papa,  and  I  am  afraid  he  will  be  cross, 
as  he  has  always  cautioned  me  not  to  leave  money  about,  lest  some  poor  servant 
should  be  tempted  to  take  it. 

Tom.  But,  you  little  goose,  why  did  you  leave  your  purse  up-stairs  ? 

Katie.  Because  the  stupid  dressmaker  has  forgotten  to  put  a  pocket  in  this  dress. 

Tom.  Well,  my  love,  why  didn’t  you  lock  it  up  then  ? 

Katie.  I’ve  mislaid  my  keys,  Tom. 

Tom.  Well,  you’re  a  nice  young  lady.  Do  you  call  this  preparing  for  the  respon¬ 
sibilities  of  married  life?  Losing  your  keys,  mislaying  your  purse - 

Katie.  I’ve  not  mislaid  it,  I’m  certain.  I  put  it  in  one  of  my  drawers,  and  it’» 
been  taken. 

Tom.  Nonsense,  my  petl  None  of  your  servants,  from  what  I  know  about  them, 
would  take  a  postage  stamp. 

Katie.  Well,  someone  must  have  got  in  the  house.  Oh,  goodness  !  there  might 
have  been  a  man  hiding  in  the  wardrobe. 

Tom.  This  is  what  you  had  better  do,  Katie.  Tell  your  aunt  about  it  first,  quietly. 
One  of  the  servants  may  have  found  it,  and  taken  it  to  her. 

Katie.  Yes  ;  I’ll  go  now. 

Tom.  She’s  with  your  papa  in  the  drawing-room  now.  You  must  wait  till  you  can 
speak  to  her  alone.  But  who  gave  you  the  five-pound  note  for  the  charade  ?  If  I 
ever  get  anything  for  my  tragedy,  I’ll  take  better  care  of  it. 

Katie.  Why,  nobody  would  give  you  five  pounds  for  it. 

Tom.  What,  not  five  pounds  ? — not  a  pound  an  act  ?  The  first  act  alone  would  be 
cheap  at  a  hundred  pounds,  and  the  other  four  acts  are  so  superior  to  the  first,  that, 
if  I  charged  proportionately,  no  manager  would  be  able  to  buy  it  all  at  once.  He 
would  have  to  pay  for  it  by  instalments. 

Katie.  I’m  so  uneasy,  Tom,  about  my  purse. 

Tom.  Don’t  fret,  darling  !  Let  me  give  you  a  kiss — that  will  console  you. 

Katie.  No,  Tom,  not  now.  You  may  console  me  under  the  mistletoe  later  on. 
Oh,  Tom,  I’ve  just  thought  of  something !  Didn’t  auntie  say  that  papa  had  missed 
something  from  his  desk?  That  cannot  be  my  five-pound  note. 

Tom.  What  can’t  be  your  five-pound  note  ?  You're  a  little  upset.  Your  papa  has 
missed  a  paper  from  his  desk,  and  you  say  your  purse,  containing  a  five-pound  note 
has  been  taken.  By  Jove,  it’s  beginning  to  look  serious  !  You  had  better  go  and 
tell  your  aunt. 

Katie.  You  come  with  me,  and  talk  to  papa,  and  then  I  can  easily  get  auntie  out 
of  the  room. 

[Exit.— CUBTAIN. 
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SCENE— As  before.  MR.  LAWLEDGE  and  MRS.  FISHER  discovered. 

Mrs.  F.  Richard,  there  must  be  some  solution  to  this  mystery.  A  five-pound  note 
is  missing  from  your  desk,  and  afive-ponnd  note  is  found  in  Kate’s  purse  ?  Can  you 
remember  the  number  of  your  note  P 

Mr.  L.  No  ;  I  wish  I  could  ;  but,  Margaret,  you  say  that  on  Tuesday  she  said  her 
pocket  money  was  exhausted,  and  she  borrowed  five  shillings  from  you.  Where 
could  she  have  got  the  note  from  ? 

Mrs.  F.  She  must  have  discovered  that  your  desk  was  unlocked,  and  finding  the 
note,  put  it  in  her  purse  for  security. 

Mr.  L.  But  you  forget  that  when  I  discovered  the  note  was  missing,  she  asked 
what  had  happened,  and  you  told  her  that  I  had  lost  something  out  of  my  desk.  She 
would  have  said  something  then  if  she  had  taken  it  out.  Besides,  I  don’t  believe, 
even  if  she  had  found  my  desk  unlocked,  that  she  would  have  looked  in  it,  much  less 
have  taken  anything  out  of  it,  and  yet  the  facts  seem  to  point  to  only  one  conclusion. 

Mrs.  F.  Katie’s  fi /e-pound  note  never  came  out  of  your  desk,  I  will  answer  for 
that.  Let  us  put  an  end  to  this  uncertainty  at  once.  Let  us  ask  her  how  she  has 
become  possessed  of  this  money.  There  is  nothing  to  fear.  I  am  certain  Katie  will 
be  able  to  satisfy  us. 

Mr.  L.  I  have  every  confidence  in  Katie,  but  yet  I  am  afraid  to  ask  her.  I  know 
I  deserve  your  reproaches,  but  that  habit  of  suspicion,  which  is  the  second  nature 
of  a  business  man,  leads  me  to  a  conclusion  which  I  feel  to  be  horrible  where  my 
darling  child  is  concerned.  And  yet  I  cannot  resist  it — I  cannot  resist  it.  The 
facts  seem  to  speak  so  plainly. 

Mrs.  F.  Katie  wanted  to  speak  to  me  just  now,  but  I  was  so  upset  by  the 
discovery  that  I  put  her  off.  Perhaps  she  has  found  out  the  loss  of  her  purse,  and 
wants  to  tell  me.  I  will  send  for  her.  ( Rings  bell.) 

Enter  PARKER. 

Parker,  send  Miss  Katie  here  ! 

Parker.  Yes,  mem. 

[Exit  Parker. 

Mrs.  F.  Don’t  be  uneasy,  Richard  ;  Katie  will  clear  up  this  seeming  mystery  in 
a  moment. 

Enter  KATIE. 

Katie.  Well,  as  papa  is  here,  I’ll  tell  him  all  about  it.  Oh,  papa,  do  you  want 
me  ? 

Mr.  L.  Your  aunt  says  you  have  something  to  tell  her. 

Katie.  But  I  w’ant  you  to  know  all  about  it  too,  papa.  What  was  it  that  you 
said  was  missing  from  your  desk? 

Mr.  L.  I’ll  tell  you,  my  dear.  Look  in  my  desk  ;  you’ll  find  an  envelope  addressed 
to  you.  ( Katie  goes  to  desk,  and  takes  out  envelope.)  Read  what’s  written  on  the 
pa]  er  inside. 

Katie.  (Reads.)  “  Papa  wishes  to  know  what  his  dear  Katie  can  buy  that  is  pretty 
and  useful  with  a  five  pound  note.”  Oh,  you  dear  papa  !  Many,  many  thanks ! 

(Leaves  envelope  on  desk,  goes  up  to  Mr.  L.  and  kisses 
him.) 

Mr.  L.  But  you  have  not  taken  out  the  note. 

(Katie  goes  back  to  desk ,  and  feels  in  envelope.) 

Katie.  Why,  papa,  the  note  is  not  in.  Perhaps  it  has  dropped  out.  Shall  I  look 
in  the  desk?  (Mr.  Lawledge  nods.  Katie  searches  in  desk.) 

Mr.  L.  My  dear,  good  girl  —(Aside  to  Mrs.  F.) — my  life  on  it !  she  knows  nothing 
about  the  note.  I’ve  been  wrong. 

Katie.  (Holding  up  note.)  Here  it  is,  papa.  Why  did  you  put  it  inside  this  old 
letter  ? 

Mr.  L.  (Rising.)  Eh  !  eh  !  what !  Well,  that’s  a  marvellous  thing.  How  could 
it  have  got  there?  Why  that’s  what  I  thought  I  had  lost,  Katie.  Good  gracious  l 
bow  careful  people  ought  to  be. 

Mrs.  F.  How  very  careless  of  you,  Richard. 
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Mr.  L.  I’m  very  glad  you’ve  found  it,  Katie.  Here  I’ve  been  in  an  awful  state 
suspecting  the  servants - 

Katie-  Just  like  me,  papa.  I’ve  found  your  missing  note  for  you,  pray  kelp  me 
to  find  mine.  It’s  beeb  taken  from  my  bedroom  in  my  purse.  I’m  so  sorry,  papa, 
that  I  didn’t  lock  it  up.  I  am  afraid  I  forgot  till  too  late  all  you  have  told  me  about 
securing  valuables  under  lock  and  key.  Ok,  papa!  isn’t  it  terrible?  my  purse  has 
been  taken  out  cf  my  bedroom  ;  I’m  almost  afraid  to  tell  you  that  I  think  it  has 
been  stolen. 

Mr.  L.  I’ve  heard  all  about  your  purse  and  your  five-pound  note,  you  sly  puss  ! 
but  you’re  wrong,  Katie,  about  it  being  stolen.  Your  aunt  has  it. 

( Katie  runs  to  Mrs.  F.,  who  gives  the  purse  to  her.) 

Katie.  I’m  so  glad  ;  I’ve  been  so  wretched  !  But  how  did  you  get  it  ? 

Mrs.  F.  Parker  found  it  on  your  bedroom  floor.  You  should  be  careful,  Katie. 

Katie.  I  will,  dear  aunt. 

Enter  TOM. 

Tom.  I’ve  just  started  the  knife-boy  oft'  for  a  detective.  These  mysterious  dis¬ 
appearances  must  be  cleared  up. 

Mr.  L.  It’s  all  as  clear  as  daylight  now,  my  boy,  or,  at  least,  there  only  remains 
one  little  mystery. 

Katie.  You  mean  my  five-pound  note,  papa?  Well,  I  didn’t  intend  to  tell  you 
about  that  till  you  had  read  my  charade ;  but  I  will,  as  there  has  been  so  much 
trouble  about  it. 

Mr.  L.  Well,  my  dear,  bow  13  the  note  connected  with  your  charade  ? 

Katie.  Papa,  I  thought  I  would  write  a  charade,  and  I  resolved  to  make  the  hero 
of  it  one  of  the  kindest,  the  wisest,  and  the  best  men  in  the  whole  world  ;  so  I  began 
to  think  very  hard,  and  I  wrote  down  all  that  I  could  remember  about,  you,  papa; 
and  I  am  certain  I  won  the  prize  because  my  hero  is  such  a  darling. 

Tom.  Bravo,  Katie ! — and  so  say  all  of  us.  But  what  about  the  prize  ?  Who 
offered  it? 

Katie.  Why,  I  thought  everybody  knew  that  the  kind  Editor  of  Bow  Bbdls  had 
offered  a  prize  of  five  pounds  for  the  best  acting  charade,  and  three  pounds  for  the 
second  best. 

Tom.  Oh,  if  I  had  only  known  !  I  would  have  boiled  down  my  tragedy,  and  sent 
it  in. 

Mr.  L.  Well  dune,  my  little  girl  !  You  must  read  me  your  charade  ;  but  now 
we’ll  have  some  supper. 

Tom.  Stop  a  minute,  sir  !  Our  good  friendsi  1  ‘  •  out  expect  a  speech. 

Mr.  L.  Oh,  to  be  sure  !  I  was  forgetting. 

( Comes  to  front  of  stage.) 

Ladies  and  gent - 

Katie.  Oh,  ’pa,  that’s  rather  cold  ! 

Mr.  L.  So  ’ tis  my  love.  Dear  friends,  both  young  and  old, 

The  curtain  now  must  fall  upon  our  play. 

( Curtain  begins  to  fall .) 

Stop  ! — steady,  there  !  I’ve  something  more  to  say. 

Curtain  is  rolled  up  again.) 

Do  not  rely  cm  what  appears  all  right — 

Appearances  deceive  poor  mortals’  sight. 

Do  not,  dear  Mends,  as  from  a  dream  awaken, 

To  find  too  late  that  you  have  been - 

Audience.  Mistaken, 
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